JAMES    STEPHENS

Up by the oat-field,

Round the mill
Past the meadow

Down the hill,
So early in the morning, O.

I stoop and swoop
On the air, or loop

Through the trees, and then go soaring, O
To group with a troop
On the gusty poop
While the wind behind is roaring, O :
I skim and swim
By a cloud's red rim
And up to the azure flooring, O :
And my wide wings drip
As I slip, slip, slip

Down through the rain-drops*

Back where Peg
Broods in the nest

On the little white egg
So early in the morning, O.
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